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THE FINGER OF DOOM! 

by Gardner F. Fox 



THE HUNT was up. From the outlying 
ranches, the cowhands were gathering, 
their guns and rifles oiled and cleaned. 
One of the hands from the K-bar-J spread 
was coiling a lariat Whose dangling end was 
formed into an ominous noose. Another was 
snapping loose the cylinder of his Colt re- 
volver, checking its full load of six brass- 
jacketed cartridges. A man with a star badge 
on his cowhide vest came out of the town's 
general store, scowling. 

The sheriff said, "He's out in the butte 
country, riding like the wind. Got a red mare 
that's fast." 

Ox Marlin of the Sleepy-Face ranch grin- 
ned, "He won't do much runnin" in the buttes. 
Too rocky. Maybe we got the thievin' coyote 
at last. Teach him to rustle steers!" 

Saddle leather creaked as men swung up 
by stirrups. The sheriff waved an arm. He 
yelled, "Let's go! We'll get him by nightfall, 
and string him to the nearest tree ! Let's ridel" 

The posse swept in behind the lawman's 
racing roan. A cloud of dust rose up into the 
blue Arizona sky. Someone yelled like a 
Comanche on the warpath. 



Jag Holmer reined in his winded mare. 
He looked behind him, at the vast waste of 
cactus-dotted plains that lead in a sweeping 
rise up into the buttes. There was no sign 
yet of pursuit, but he knew they were com- 
ing. The Sleepy-Face hands had caught him 
and his boys in the arroyo with three straight- 
irons and a few head of Sleepy-Face cattle, 
altering brands. 

Jag remembered the bitterness of that fight. 
He had been stooped over, the smell of scorch- 
ing flesh and hair in his nostrils, the heat of 
the red-hot tip of the straight iron close to 
his face, when a bullet had ploughed sand a 



foot from his" spur-pointed boot. Another bul- 
let caught the branding iron and ripped it 
from his hand. 

Jag whirled, his men yelling and scattering 
for cover as they sighted the cowhands com- 
ing down at them over the rise of the leche- 
guilla-dotted hill. Jag went for his Colts, 
lifting them clear of the leather holsters. 

The guns bucked and flamed in his hands. 
A cowhand slid limply backward over the 
cantle of his saddle. A roan mare whinnied, 
went plunging forward. 

Then Jag was running, calling to his men. 
His mare tossed her head, sidled toward him. 
A cowhand was racing toward the mare, firing 
as he came. Jag triggered his guns, saw the 
man veer off, cursing hotly, a thin streak of 
blood staining the sleeve of his shirt. 

But the cowmen were shooting straight and 
true. One of the outlaws fell forward into 
the fire, lying there still and unmoving as the 
flames caught at his shirt. There was a round 
bullet hole in the middle of his forehead. 

Another rustler was hit as he was putting 
a foot into a box stirrup. He tried to run with 
his frightened horse, but the animal went too 
fast. The wound in his chest made the rustler 
loose his grip on the reins, made him stumble 
two. three times before he went forward to 
gasp out his life in the blood-soaked sands. 

Jag saw his men shot down all around him. 
He fired again and again, clearing a small 
space for his mare to run in. Then he was 
going up, a booted toe in the stirrup, swing- 
ing up into the saddle as the mare hit her 
stride. Jag bent forward over her neck, letting 
her run. 

There wasn't a horse on this range that 
could catch the fleet little horse. Jag only 
hoped that a bullet wouldn't catch her before 
they reached shelter. He zigzagged her, keep- 
ing the big saguaro cactus between himself 
and his pursuers, using rocky humps and 
sandy hillocks to hide him. Eventually they 
got away. . . . 

The ranchers would have outposts, wait- 
ing to make sure of him. He'd had to hole up 
two days — two precious days! — because he 
didn't dare cross the ranges in broad daylight. 
And he hadn't been familiar enough with this 
part of the country to risk moving at night. 

"But I'm all right now," he told the mare, 
stroking her long, red mane. "We're in the 
buttes, and we can play hide-an'-seek here 
for a long time. Let 'em come!" 

(Continued on inside back cover) 
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The files of the f.b x. are &iacic with tale* of robber/ < 

ANP MURPER . CRIME THAT SPEAKS IN FLASHING GUNS 
ANP BLUPGEONING BLACKJACKS i< OLP AND FAMILIAR 

£TUFF TO THE G-MEN. BUT A NEW WflNP OF CRIME... 

WHERE PEATH IS AS SILENT AS THE BEAT OF BLOOD, 

IN THE VEINS . . - CALKED JIM FALLON TD SHUPPER 

AS HE FACES -- 

TERROR FROM THE TOM& f 



NKSHT, IN A LoNeL/ GRAV£>ARD. A STONE 
GRAVE-TOP LIFTS SLOWLY. - A PALE HAND 
CREEPS FORTH 




THE MOON IS BRICHT 
TONIGHT. I FEEL. HUNGO 7 . 
I HAVE NOT FED IN A LONG 
t 




FOOTfrePg ECHO IN THE Pet&ZTEP hOOC- 



NOTHINC LlkTE A B^iSkT 
VVALK BEFORE BED. SETS' 
A MAN UP FOR A COOO 
«£LEEP . 
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■ I FEEL LIKE A HEEL . 

POOR GIRL LOOK? WEAK 
SHE PfZOBABU/ WANTBP TO 
A<t< ME FOR HELP — AND X 




LA-HE^.THAT NIGHT, A£ 
SILENCE •SHEDUD£ THE 
OLD MOR£l€0N MAN<E.. 
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WEEK* CATER --C-MAN JIM FALLON 
KEEPS IN TOUCH WITH HI* 
SOCIALITE FRlENP V/lA THE 
NEWSPAPERS 



THE FBI HA< NO 
OFFICIAL- CONCERN 
WITH SICK" MEN, BUT 
I CAN PA"/ A PAL A 
Vl£lT 




SO yOU RE THE 
GREAT JIM FALLON. 
I'VE HEARC? BILL. 

BOAST OF 

^WOWING >OU SO 
MUCH, I FEEL. I 

DO TOO / 




A< LORNA CROWN MORR/^ON WALtf< 
AHEAP OF HIM, THE C-MAN L»FT<r A 
HANP TO H»S COAX FLAP, WHERE A 
TIN"/ CAMERA IS HIPPEN .. . 



BILL / //£ZZ.O THERE f 

CAME OVER TO . 

CHEER >OU UP! 





NOT A THINC . -SHE ^ THE 

£WELLE<T MFE A MAN 

COULO HAVE. EXCEPT 

FOR. ONE THING -- 

<$HE'<Z AFRAIP OF 

THE WOOP$ WHERE 




HOUR£ 



IT'< CETTINC PARKf/ 
TIME FOR ME TO RUN ALONG. 
XXL <EE yOU <OOH. PILL 
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THAT EVENING , IN THE RELO OR=lC££ OF 
THE FEpERAL. BUREAU OF INVESTICATiOM... 

ILL get 

AT IT 
RIGHT 
AJVAVC 
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ObiLY THE CENTLE ^LAPPING^ OF THE 
(?i<iNC ANP pGOPPtNC OAI?£ HERALD 
THEIK APPK3ACH . - . 




KlCHT' ME 
HANPLE^ 
Hl< PUkES 
TOO COOP 
TO £E -JU£T 
AN ORPINARV 
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FLAME* CUSTlL/ ROARfNG ALL ABOUT HIM , THE 

Ro&eoAT cAetrteG rue uNcoN&Cfoug c-mah. 
to a Fteizy DOOM / 





PACKS'-- THANkf HEAVENJ< 
YOU'RE HERE/ THEY POT 
JIM FALLON IN A BOAT ANP 
<ET IT ON RRE / CET 
HELP , PARK& ' 




A< THE C-MAN OPENZ Hl£ 
EVE£ TO AN INFERNO OF 
FLAMING FURY... 
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WITH SUPERHUMAN STRENGTH BORN OF 
PESPERATTON IN THE FACE OF CERTAIN 
PBATH , THE FEDERAL- ACENT ^WlNC£ 
H\< WEICHT TO ONE ^lOE OF THE 
GOAT 




yi^j^P- 



^ 



you set up >©ur presses on the 
island, used y&uc position ueg.e td 
'spread" the fake mone/. when lorna 
found out — vou tried to bu(zy her 
alive (n a vault --s"he lost her memor/ 
from the horror / that was when 
bill first found nec / 




VtXJR PICTURES SHO^V Vt>U TO S"E A 
LOST HE\(?£<4, MRS". MOROS"ON. yfeu'CE 
AS ORDINARVAS I AM. AND ALL THE 
TIME, IN THE 5ACK" OF MV MlND — I 
WAS" OBS'E'SSED WITH THE THOUGHT 

THAT Vt3U WERE— A l/AMRIRE --/ 
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TTUimN <LE6& 5EBMEP ju&t an 
OZPINAZV MAN... RUT WHEN THE MOON 

%?%£ : > ,T H£ * KV ANI? HI & HT v&T it* 
PAK< &4AI70W& ACfZOirt THE OTY 

H£ CHAN&E2..J ANP INSPECTOR -«- 

RONALD <j£< OF N£W 5COTLANP YAZP 

HAP TO FACE THE CHALLESJOE OF 

"SKe tXUn tttfch 
oKe Be<xsf- ttke %ce" 



A 

UTTLB 

OFF 
THE. 
&LOOM*- 

Bunry 

SECTION 

OF 
UMPOn.. 



& 




iuT A* 

PZEAM& 
P/STUKg HI* 
&LEEP, A 
QiiEEK CHANGE 
COME* AOZOtt. 
MAKTIN K.LE6& ! 
HI* FACE 
LENGTHEN*, 

eeow* 
HAizy 



IE &LOCK*AWAV,A FEW MINUTE* LATER. 
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Crprr 



I'h 



OPP... I FEEL A* 
IF *OMEONE WERE 
— -WATCHING ME.., 



JiZZtt 



L9t3C_3l 



*4M 



jp .. 



no 



bS 
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OURS- LATER — AT -SCOTLAND yAKP. . . 



A OIRL—PEAP, 
INSPECTOR/ -&OME g»£r 
POe. All/STVE eOTTEN 
'ER ! 'E£, THROAT— ALL- 
TORN TO P\ECE*1 



I'LL BE RIGHT 

WfTW you... 

OZPER A 



FA*T CAR 
OFFICER 



I 



I'LL TAKE THE*E *ILVER 
HANPCUFF* ALONO... IF 
J OET A CHANCE, I'LL- 
FRE*ENT THEM 
TO THE OFFICER. f< THE 
THEY'RE IN- ] CA(Z I* 

TENPEP FOR. . . / WAITING . 
*\R... 



m 



yiFTEEH MINUTE* LATER... 



I 



THERE AREN'T ANV V »fT| 
POO TRACK*. . . BUT \ NOT 
— THERE ARE HANP \ A 
MARK* ON HER I MAN 

PRE** .'YET, A MM J NOR. 
COULPNT HAVE y A 

RIFTEP HER rj POCt— 
THROAT LIKE \ THEN 
THAT...! )\ WHAT J 



•*■—> 



WHAT'* TH\* BE-^ 
*IPE THE 0OPV T 
A BROKEN CHAIN- LINK 
. . . BUT WHAT KINP 
OF A CHAIN ? WAIT A 
MINUTE / I'VE *EEN 
THl* *ORT OF , 
LINK BEFORE! 



W* 



L 



r 
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XieXT MOANING, IN THE OPPICE OP A HANP- 
CUFF MA NUFACTURE*. . . . f 



YOU'LL NOTE 
THE &MILAKITY, INSPECTOR . . . 

THE LINK* AAATCH \T'$ ONE OF 

OUZ.'&, ALL IZI&HT... NOW, I'LL 
HAVE TO CHECK THE ZECOZP& 
FOZ INPIVIPVAL 

FUZCHA^E*... u£ 



1^ 




)EVERAL HOUZe ANt? 15 APPKEttE* LATEZ- 




3n A LITTLE 0EPZOOAS ON 
TU B THIEF FLOOZ... 

r-<S&*ff! MOON... 
GLOWING... &HINY... / 
A\AKIN& MB HUNGRY I 
HUNGRY FO 
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AMNA&B& 

to eon, 

THB 
WOLFMAN 

to Ohie 

HI*? 

HANP 
AFPEAZ& 

FZOM 

THB 
POCKET 
OF HI& 

COAT 

WITH A 

zbudlvbk! 



%*PECTOZ ZONAL? KlZK FACE* 
(bZIAK PEATH A9 THE LOHO, WHITE 
FANO& OF TUB WOLFMAN OAFE 
WIPE.../ 



OCT TO M 

'zrHOOT HIM \ 
POWN — A& \ 
I WOULP A, I 
AMP PO& / J 




ZHE WOtFMAN GZIPt KIZK &* THE THROAT 
ANP AAOVE& IN FOfZ THE K.ILI 




With 

pz&pbzate, 

-AlPEZ- 
HUMAN 

&TZBNOTH, 

FZEE 
ANP 
&AAA&H£ir 
A 

TZBMENPCU^ 
&LDW 

ON^ 
THB 
MOWjTEZ'* 
JAW...! 
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X>ne whc/ &ejw rolls- 
cnek. onto Hit- pack- 



&ZACE5 HlAViBLF ANP KICK* 
INSPECTOR. ZCNAU7 KIZK , 
5QUAZELY OH THE JAW....' 



iilKK ANP THE WOLFMAN 
PI GUT THElZ. WAY TO THE EBjE\ 
OF THE- KOOF..J 
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ftlfZlt ZAM& H&'HANP 
INTO Hfr COAT POCKET— \ 
FUM&LE& FUKIOL&LY— 
COME* UP WITH... 



&&THE ZCOTLANP VAZPtN- 
&PECTOZ. &HAP& THE CUFF* CM 
— -TUB WEKBWOLF HOWL* 
WITH PAIN... ( 




tT'$ TOO LATE NOW / 
WITH THE*E *ILVEZ 
HANPCUFF4 ON I'LL. 



PIE WHEN i 

l — lAnp ! 





THE*E 



*iLVEZ HANPCUFP*/ 
ONLY *ILVEZ CAN HAKM 
A WEKEWOLF ANP 

THAT'* WHAT Thi* 
MAPMAN >*/ 



HUMAN ? nq! I'M A WEKEWOlF ! 
TME*E ZrlLVEZ BRACELET* BZOKE 
MV *PELL ! THEY &UZNEPMY WRl*T€r 
... BROUGHT ME OUT OF it/ i TZtEP 
MANPCUFF*— KNOWING? I'P CHANGE 
AT THE TIME OF THE FULL. MOON ■ 

I &HOULP HAVE BOUGHT 

frfLVgg HANPCUFF* / 







THE POOfZ PEVIL 
l£APEP.TO Hl<zr 
PEATH ! MAYBE 
IT'* BETTEfZ 

THAT . 

WAY... J 
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OF THE 

Royal Canadian Mounted Police 

s The vast spaces of the Canadian 
northlands shelter many 
mysteries. here and there are 
/solated communities where 
strangers often ... disappear ! 

While on routine patrol, the red 

pox— ie reynard rouge of the 

-a cree indians.: steps into the t8af\ 

of hate as he battles..-. the 

A ^gf4aa rf&^ BLACK FLOWER OF 



wre** * 



fIS NIGHT AND THE BIRCH CAMPFIKE 
THE RED FOX GLOWS REDLV IN THE 
BMSKNE5S-. 




HS SHOT RINGS OUTANP RICOCHETS 
\FROM THE STONE LEPGE CLOSE TO 
\RED FOX* HEAP '.' 




SOMEBODY WEETH A 
KNIFE, TOO, MOUNTIEf 
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EASY DOES IT. WI THOUGHT SURE IV BE 
WLfeE COMING- A FROZEN STIFF By MORN- 
SLOWLY. - THAT'S J JNQ, THEN PUMPED /N 
IT. NOW YOURS f THE RIVER... SO THAT 

safe! r- j> y when My body was 

FOUND NEXT SPRING IN 
THE THAW, THEY'D THINKj 
I'D DROWNED f 



THE LATOURS ARE LED By A WOMAN. SHE 
CALLS HERSELF IE FLEUR A/OfR... THE 

■ SLACK FLOWER.' THEy WARNED ME NOT 
TO LOCATE HERE... WHEN I STAYED, THEY 
PUT ME IN THE WATER-HIDE? 



'<■- -n 



i 



4 AM * 
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(the force ALwys gets\(get heem, you 

(ITS MAN... BUT IT LOOKS X/ MEN.' MEET 
[ UKE I'LL BRING BACK A ) > H/M ... WEETH 
WOMAN THIS TIME ' 




TAKE. TRANER BACK tq ZEE 
FORESTS, )/OU WEEL F/ND 
SOME WAV TO KEEL MM... 
SO MO QNE WEEL BE ABLE, 
TO BLAME US .') 

SURE WE ] 
WEEL, FLOVJER\ 
LEAVE IT 
TO US? 
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WMLE I WEEL TAKE CARE 
OF ZEE MOUNTIE-. WEEZ ZESE, 



LEETLEi 
TRAP&) 



f9 THE RED FOX ST/RS 
SACK TO CONSCIOUSNESS. 



GET UF> MOUNTIE! yOUR 
FRIEND TRAAJER EES WELLi 
OUT OF yOUR REACH By 
NOW. ZAT EES WHAT WE DO 
TO STRANGERS WHO ARE * 
TOO NOSEy-AN' \ 
WHO STEAL OUR J 
fiUR&ft~ 



TOO MOSEY? 
STEAL yOUR 
FURS? j 



TRANER COOLED YOU, HEIN ? HE MADE 
BELIEVE HE WAS) OH/ SUCH A LEETLE) 
EENOCENT' BUT PEED HE TELL yOU 
HE STEALS OUR WRS? 



MO.- HE 

DIDN'T f 



'■ 



***4g 



y 



■ 



— ' 



>* 



£•*>• 



HE DEED! ALL OF ZEM DO! ZAT 
EES WA/y WE DO NOT LIKE 
STRANGERS BEN OUR VALLEY. ZAT 
EES WHy WE MAKE ZEM ALL STAY \ 

away, zey | 

ARE SAP/, 






tt 



^ 



;*. 



W 



\§STHE 

Scarlet 
rider 

TAKES A 
STEP/NTO 
A P/LEOF 
LEAVES 
MS FOOT 
SETS OFF 
A POWER- 
FUL STEEL 
TRAP.' 
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gpEETH GRTTTED AGAINST THE PAIN THAT 
SEARS HIS ARMS AND LEGS, THE FOREST 
PATROLMAN TAUNTS HIS CAPTOR, MAKING 
HER EDGE CLOSER.... 



yOU LIED TO ME! THE LATOURS\NO, NO. I 
ARE JUST A PACK OF THIEVES J TVL' lOU 
AND K/LLERS! I'M GLAD TO rj ZEE TRUTH! 

KNOW THAT..... n -J EVEN EEF 

yOU DON' 0EUEVE h 
E, EST EES..-J 




\ffxiBUN6 UP HIS BODV, DRAGGING THE TRAPS 
AS FAR AS THEV WILL REACH ON THEiR 
CHAINS, THE SCARLET RIDER SLAMS A 
TRAP- EDGE DOWN ON THE BLACK FLOWERS! 
HEAD- 



(TH RMN BLINDING HIM, 

E RED FOX USES A KNIFE 

BLADE TO UNLOCK THE TRAPS. 

HAVE TO BANDAGE MY WRl 
SO I DONT BLEED TO DEATH t, 
I'M PLENTy LUCKy THEy 
AREN'T BROKEN! 



&. 



BbNTHS LATER.AT FORT SIMPSON*-.- 



THE COURT SENTENCED ME 7VDA% 
BUT NOT FOR MURDER. ALL OF MH 
TRAPPERS AND MYSELF WEEL GO 
FREE SEN SEEK MONTHS. AN' 
TRANER... GOT SEEX VEAKSf 






yOU ARE RIGHT, MOUNTIE. 
FROM NOW ON ZEE LATOURS 
WEEL WELCOME STRANGERS 
> ...ZEE RIGHT KIND! AND 
EEF ZEE WRONG/ K/ND COME 

POUFFf WS WEEL 

WELCOME ZEE RED FOX 
...AN' HE WEEL 
TAKEZEMAWAy, 
HEtN? 
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OF THE 

HARPS AND FLOWERS / 

$T SOUNDS ROMANTIC. BUT IT IS THE DEADLIEST 
COMBINATION THAT THE FUTURE PATROLMEN OF 
THE STAR TRAILS HAVE EVER JETTED ACROSS/ 
THE FLOWERS CAME FROM THE PLANET SATURN... 
BUT NO ONE KNEW THE ORIGIN OF. ._ 

"THE HARP OF DEATH !" 




HE CAME WALKIN6 OUT OF THE SINUS GOMER 
DESERT ON MARS HE CARRIED Ai QUEER 
HARP IN HIS HANDS... 



THE PATROLMAN ON ROUTINE DUTY STOPPED HIM FOR 
QUESTIONING. \ 
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Hi MARS PORT. ALONG THE GAY BLUE WAY 




AS THE SPACE AXE AAJO THE JACK OF STARS 
LEAP TO THE MANS RESCUE. THE FLOWERS 
TURN AMD LOOP AROUND THEM ! 
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THOSE FLOW€RS 

Yoyve selling! 

WHERE 1 D YOU 
GET EM 




The bird-man WHISTLES AS THE SHRILL /VOTES POUR 
IN MOLTEM MELODY ACROSS THE GARPEM THE FLOWERS 
TWIST AND WRITHE AS THOUGH ALIVE / 




CHOKING - 8L00P DRUMMING IN THEIR EARS ■ THE 
SPACE ACE AMD THE 80Y ROVER OF THE STAR 
TRAILS REEL AMD, 
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CAN IT REALLY 
BE WHAT fM 
LOOKING FOR ?■ 
r FLOWERS THAT 
KILL ? QUICK GIRL ' 
TELL ME.' WHERE IS 
THIS GARDEN? 






AS THE STRANGE . DISCORDANT RHYTHMS SWEEP 
OFF THE STRINGS OF THE HARP AND ACROSS THE. 
GARDEN- THE DEADLY FLOWERS M/ILT ! 
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STUPID , 
HUMAN! 



KILL 
HIM ! 



MORE 

OF EM! 



>\ 



eV 



<f 



*m 



COME AND" 
6ET IT! 



GNYAAi 



'/, 



Zi?*s 



^ 









'hi,, 






SHUT OFF THE 
ROCKETS, JET , 
FLU COVER 
THEM i 



THE BIRD MEN 
OF JUPITER* THE 

LAST THREE LEFT 
ALIVE: 



EONS AGO THEY HAD A VAST 
CULTURE ON JUPITER. TO FIGHT 
THEIR ENEMIES THEY DEVELOPED 
LIVING FLOWERS THAT ACTED 
AS THE B I RDM EN COMMANDED 
BY MEANS OF MENTAL TELEPATHY 
AS THEY Dl ED OFF, THEY' USED 
THESE FLOWERS TO FIGHT THEIR 
ENEMIES. 



WHEtJ ONLY FOUR OF THEM WERE 
LEFT. THEY LEFT JUPITER, CAME TO 
MARS. WITH THEIR KILLING 
FLOWERS, THEY /NTEfUDED TO 
OVERCOME THIS CIVILIZATION- 
KILL THOSE IN POWER... ASSUME 
THOSE POWERS. / FOLLOWER 



THEM... 



SB 



^ 



I- 



/ AM THE FOURTH BIRDMAN. 
TAKE US ALL INTO CUSTODY. 
THERE WILL BE NO MORE 
BIRDMEN... NO MORE 
KILLING FLOWERS. .. 



/Z 





That mght... 



. 



»*♦, 



%*\ 



m 



\* 



u. 



, PREE PASSES TO THE MARS 
U/HATS THAT ) FLOWER SHOW SOMEHOW I 
YOURE TEARING) JUST DONT FEEL. LIKE 
UP. JET? A^-~ GOING/ 

;'0 iSs-^^f 



< 



\ 






>uu'r\ ~~ "^ 



o 



*fl 



*# 
** 



Pi 

r'll ySS 

THJ5ENP 
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A* uci««:r»<TFC PIOVD ARMITAGE £>"T^ POWN TC> HAKE THE 
GMAtKfT ^^N^N^TA^OF h* CA«ER,AMaEB 

places bur of m.p-aiR— and we *goop that wo>jld 

HAVE MADE HI€TOR/ MA^ "TXe VVAlTTE GASKET . . ./ 

ceNTEAui^reuTicENCF wantep to i^ow more *^7 im 2 

ISoP— WHO ■ tflLLGP AffM-TACE AND *fc>^- «© UNOL-, 

covec csiol. wa« aligned to «cx.vf — " TH£ MPPL£ OF THE KAPtO-PBATH 




— TWO ££COHP£— Q*£ secoMD — OM 

THE AIR ' THE REP LIGHT GOE^ ON ANP 
FToS? AJZNflTACE PLUNGE* FOCVVARD/DEAD 
A< HE HIT? THE TABLE ' 





AHUee/CALL*S RUSHEP THROUGH. THE NET*«K 
GUARD? ANP THE POLICE COOPERATE TO 

[^ORR/, MISTER. MAN? 
SEEN KILLED UP»TAlC?£. 
CAN'T LET ANVONE LEAVE, 
THE 8UILPING / 




\2i 
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[J 



* 



- 



ARMITACE SPENT MONTH5 IN THE 
KREMUN. He l-CNOW£ EACTERN 

eurof»e as x know M)/ clothes 

dLO^ET, IF HE HAP A BROADCAST 
ANP WAS HTILLEP — SOMETHfMG 

^/<s is brewing ' 



rs 



A QUICK* TAXI R«DE LATER.-- 



CENTRAL INTELLIGENCE WANTS <p<JiCkT ' 
WORK". STARR . ARMITACE WAS COMING 
OUT WITH A ^COOP. WASHINGTON 
/Vfc/gy KNOW THE •STORy'. AND— FIND 
- OUT WHO 14LLEP HIM ' -^" 



5« 



V 



WHERE'* THE f THAT'S" 

MURDER WEAPON, ^ THE 

OFFICER P j—^S FUNt^y 

rfc * — '-^ THING- Ml££. 

NOBOPy^ FOUND THE 
KNIFE, XT WAS ATHlN 
ONE, LIKE A STILETTO, 
FUDGING FROM THE 
SHAPE OF THE WOUND ' 



M 



OH --AN ERASES/ NOW 
WHAT IN THE WDRLP l£ 

AN ERASER DOING HERE? 
ANP THERE '^ A SUT IN 

IT. QUEER ' XS IT A 
CLUE OR ISN'X IT <=> 






40ME HOURS LATER , A WEAR/ POUCE 
INSPECTOR PACE? A ffAFFLED UNDER- 
COVER GiRL ... 



(f* 



WEVE SEARCHED EftQQOOy AND 
EVERYTHING ,Ml££ R.ACC. ANP 
NOTHING LIKE THE MURDER WEAPON 
HAS SHOWN UP ' 

HOW COULD A 
PERSON HIDE SOMETHING 
LIKE A DACGER f TF /OULL 
KtEP LOOKING, INSPECTOR — 
I'M TR/INC A STUNT ON M/ 
OWN f 



r 



t 



MANHUNT 




<0 you SNEAKED 1 10OT AMERICAN.' 

OUT WITH THE -^ytHj'LL NEVER 

MURDER WEAPON--) FlNP OUT-- 

KJT MOW-? /^BECA^E I 

-^ l^AM GOING TO — 

■cna'r youR 

NECI-^ / 




LOCKED IN CLAWING COMPAT, <TARR AND TW£ 
MURDERED REEL ACROSS THE RUGGED 
FLOOR . . . 



A HIGH HEEL SNAPS. UNDERCOVER GIRL. 
FORWARD 




<£COND* LATER, -STARR FLACC OPENS DAZED 
BYE<. A HAND TOUCHES PLOOO- CLOTTED* 
HAIR . . . 






MANHUNT 



L WHILE I'M HERE, X'M GONG TO 
FOLLOW UP My HUNCH. AEMITACF 
WA£ TOO &MART AN OPERATOR TO PE 
CAUCHT FLATFOOTED. HE AlUSTVE 
LEFT A RECORD Of= THE NEW^C^T 
"HAT HE-PIPN'T MAKE/ r»«t 




J HURRlEP OVER. I'VE AN IDEA, 
PlCkf . HERE l£ THE TRANSCRIPTION 
OF FLOVP ARMfTAGE'S" NEWSCAST/ 
HE MAPE IT A< A PEOTECTIVE 
CECTURE — IN CASE ANYTHING 
HAPPENEP. 




MANHUNT 



THE GREATEST <HO*VOF ALL TIME -~* 

OO&Z ON IN JLfcT A FE»V SfeONR^ FOLX<f 

pomT mi<£ rr ' ree lala the 

<Wk?CP^WALLOV^32 — <£E NAVA, THE 
LION MAN — <EE MARY THE <WAKE - 
C»CL 



^* 



J IF <WE £AN DO THAT WITH A 
^WOBP — A UTTLE QACCEQ OUGHT 
ID BE A CINCH. THE ECA<eCZ WA< 
<£TUO*' ON THE POINT — TO PROTECT, 
HER THROAT / 
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COT TO PHOME 
HEADQUARTER -- 
A<kf FOR 




MANHUNT 



THEN 

CUTTING 





£j&£^ 




£TRUCCLlNC, GLIDING DOWN THE 
AIRPLANE CABLE , THE GIRL-? 
LANP ON THE ^WAVlNCi CAB, 
JUST AS THE MACHINSZy STARTS'. 
THE AIRPLANE^ -SPIN WIPE, PtCle: 
UP SPEEP. . . MOKE SPEED . - - 



5 ytou pool. / tVE'Lu 

£OTH FE THROWN 
CLEAR — TO ooe. 

P£AThtS ' 



THEN GIVE 
Up — ^CAUSE 
JT'M GOING 
TO SRINC # 
>OU IN—/ 





AT THE^ LgGAL^POLlGE^ P^^I STATION 

X MAPE FRIENPS MTH AKMITAGE 
GOT AN. INVITATION TO JOIN HIM IN HIS 
SPECTlAl_ BROAPCA^TING BOOTH. I 
STABBED HIM THEN HIP THE KNIFE, 
IN My THROAT/ 




I (XEP A Pit OP STPJINC- ANP A 
SPECIAL BRACE THAT FITTED 
AGKO<C mV TEETH TO HOLP THE 
k^llFE IN PLACE. WHEN I COULD, 
r REMOVEP IT ANP THREW IT 
AWAy — I WA< PAID BVTHE? 
NATION ^E WAS NEWSCA4TING 
ABOUT - -TO GET RID OF HIM / 



(^ 



SWELL k\ork:, STARR <he ^™ 
FURNISHED US WITH ENOUGH NAMES 
TO PlCX UP THE WHOLE RING 
OP GP1EG GUE WOfZI<ZEP WITH. 

X'VS A HUNCH youVE MAPE 
NEWSCASTERS SAFE" FOR A 
LONG TIME TO OOME / 
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In the 

NEXT ISSUE 

OP 

MANHUNT 

UNPERCQVEE 
GIRL FACES 
THB gATTLE 
OF riES LIFE. 
IN — 

"TV£ 
MOUSE 
TUAT 
SWALLOWED 
MSN/" 



The ORIGINAL and ONL'Y MAGIC SET in a 
COMBINATION Carrying Case and Magician's Table! 



RETAILS 
AT ONLY 



NEW 

PROGRAM 
OF TRICKS 

The Magic Wand • Mysterious Pocketbook • The 
Enchanted Ring • The Magic Slate • Mind Read- 
ing Trick • Tho Multiplying Blocks • Th» Jumping 
Block • Rador Vision • Topsy Turvy Cans • The 
Jumping Carrot • Mystic Portraits • The Magic 
Transformation • Sink or Swim • Thej Vanishing 
Disc • Tho Dissolving (Join • The Vanishing Box 

NOTHING IIKC IT EVER BEFORE! Strathmore't tentotionol 
.ucc... with Peter Robbit Magic led to development of thit 
nrgnnt advance in Mafic Value. More end bigger tricWl! 
Mora eye widening, jew dropping deception . . . for a world 
of laughter and fun Beit or all. on amoiing tuatlanliol 
value. Herat a raal CARRYING CASE thai convert! into Hi 
awn MAGICIAN'S TABLE. Boys ond girlt everywhere lalta lha 
trickt along lo hornet ol neighbor! and friendt. They tei it op 
in a few tecondi for a full droit Magic Show thai loyt thaw 
in the oiilo*. No additional propi necettary! Il'i all there, 
right in the Magic Carrying, Cote. 





AUTOMATIC 



Entirely new deiign with tuper play V«lu«. Simple direction! 
for each experiment appear in window! end patented diic 
automatically telecli tha chemicaW lo be uied. No book 
needed. Every experiment dramas two colerleii liquid* 
male* brack ink. while cloth dyad brown, dye removed o"d 
<loth while ogoin, many othori. 

ABSOLUTELY SAF6. NO DANGEROUS CHEMICALS. N» name 
•r heal uied. Expletives cannot be made. 

St> iimple and to much fun thai it appealt le oue groups be- 
low ihote utually interested. Records show even eight year 
oldt are uiing it. Year round teller. 

CONTAINS: 5 chemicals in gloti ion with plastic lined metal 
tcrew capt, hinged metal tett lube rack, 1 lot! tubei. glan 
tube, metal tpoon, 3 red litmvi and 3 blue litmus lest popert 
in envelope. 3 filler conel, Cample'* initructiont. M*»al pom 
eithar lacquered or platad 

All above items mounted on three color lithographed bate 
with integral experiment teleclar. Cemplet* unined "labora- 
tory", not just teporate pieces in a bo». 

RETAILS AT ONLY $1.69 



FRII 

COMPLETE SET OF 
PLASTIC BALLOON 
GIVEN FREE WITH 
EVERY PURCHASE. 
REGULAR $.29 SIZE 



Supply Limited! Clip This Coopoji and_ MaiM 

SCOPE SALES CO., 5 SEEKMAN SI., NEW YORK 7, N. Y. 
G Please tend me MAGICIAN SET FOR 13.50. Bast, 107 

LJ Pleat* tond me CHEMISTRY SET FOR $1.69. 

CHECK [2 Ship pottppid, I am enclosing cash. 
ONE Q Ship C.O.D, I'll poy postman tolot plus pottage. 



Nome- 



Addre>i_ 

City 



_Zone_ 



..Stole 



He talked to the horse, swayed easily in 
the big Ctoeyenne saddle as the mare picked 
her way among the rocky slopes. Holmer 
reached down and loosened the Winchester 
.44-.40 in the saddle sheath. 

The spent wheeeeeenn of a bullet made him 
duck instinctively. He whirled, stared with 
incredulous eyes down below where a file of 
hard-riding horsemen were charging up the 
slope, waving rifles and shouting. 

"How'd they come so close without me 
seein* "em?" Holmer asked himself, digging 
rowelled spurs into his mare's flanks. "I 
looked to make sure — " 

The explanation dawned on him as his 
eye caught the red sandstone mesa to the left 
that lifted its bulk up from the sandy floor 
of the plain, "Sure? They must've snuck up 
behind that, usin' it to hide 'em until they 
were almost on top of me. Well, they're goin' 
to have a run for themselves!" 

He gave the fleet mare her head, bent low 
to make as small a target as he could on her 
back. The mare was rested. Those two days 
and nights holed up had filled her with 
energy. Her hooves twinkled going up the 
slope. She drew away easily, almost contemp- 
tuously, from the hallooing posse. 

They flashed under the overhang of a 
black gneiss rock, turned right and fled into 
the narrow passage of a draw. Jag was grin- 
ning now. He would get away, all right. No 
need to worry. In this labyrinth of canyons 
and ravines, one man could hole up for days 
without detection. He slapped his big can- 
teen, heard the water slosh in it. He had food, 
too, cans of beans and pork that he could eat 
cold if he had to. in his saddlebag. 

The mare went deeper into the buttes, Jag 
began to recognize landmarks. This was the 
way he had lead his men down into the open 
range. He could find his way out of here and 
be well on his way before that posse could pick 
up his trail and follow it. He pulled back on 
the reins and sat listening. 

The only sound that came to his ears was 
the faint whisper of a breeze that swayed the 
golden blossoms of the prickly-pear cactus. 
Jag chuckled, "Let "em hunt. I'll hide the 
mare an' myself in a little draw, rest up, then 
be on my way by night. They'll never find me 
then!" 



The sheriff took off his hat and wiped 
at his forehead with a dusty sleeve. He 
slumped dejectedly in his saddle, looked 
around at the sweat- and dust-stained men 
with him. 

"He hightailed it away from us. We could 
hunt a week in these buttes without findin' 
him. It's worse'n findin' a needle in the pro- 
verbial haystack!" 



A K-bar-J cowhand said, "Reckon yuh're 
right. Only thing is, it galls me like a saddle- 
sore to admit he licked us!" 

The sheriff nodded. He said, "We'll scout 
around, wait until dark. If we don't find him 
by dawn, he'll have got elean away." 



Jag Holmer hunkered down, wrapping the 
loose bits of an old shirt around the mare's 
hooves. The moon was rising, filling the draws 
and canyons with bright silver light. Jag took 
off his guns, looped them over the pommel 
of the Cheyenne, covered them with a cloth 
so they wouldn't reflect moonlight. He draped 
his boots on the other side of the saddle. 

In stockinged feet, he led the mare from 
the draw. They made no sound. Jag examined 
the mare and his own person for shiny articles 
and found none. He nodded, grinning. 

"No noise, no light. I reckon we'll get 
through." 

He led the mare, walking close to the 
base of the big cliff side that was bathed in 
silver moonlight. He avoided the loose shale 
and rock in the middle of the canyon. 

For hours, Jag Holmer walked the mare, 
slowly and surely, turning and twisting with 
the turns and twists of the buttes. He knew 
that by dawn he would be on the far side, 
would be free to ride off without fear of pur- 
suit. 

He was bending to take the pads off the 
mare's hooves when he first caught the faint 
jingle of ring-bits and the clatter of horses' 
hooves on the rocky shale that lined the can- 
yon floor. 

Jag lifted his head, listened in growing 
alarm. He whispered, "They couldn't have 
trailed me. Not at night! Not through all 
these loops and twists!" 

He hurried, but he was too late. The posse 
burst around a bend, guns up and levelled 
at him. He was caught, trapped! His sixguns 
and rifles still hung on his saddle. Slowly, Jag 
began to raise his hands . . . 

As one of the hands slipped the noose 
around his neck, he blurted. "Yuh — yuh 
couldn't have caught me. I made sure of every- 
thing!" 

The sheriff said, "Sure. Yuri made sure 
of everything, except one thing. Yuh walked 
close to the base of the cliff where the moon- 
light was bright. The cliff acted like a huge 
mirror. It reflected yuh on the opposite wall 
. . . elongated yuh until yuh were twenty feet 
high! Our lookouts were posted, saw yuh 
that way, an' we came runnin'." 

Jag followed the sheriff's indicative finger 
to the canyon wall. His shadow, gigantic and 
enlarged, was black on the whitish wall, like 
a pointing finger ... a finger of doom! 
The End 
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BAHK 

Now You Can Get a KICK out of Saving! 

LIGHTS MAGICALLY! 

WHEN COIN IS INSERTED 

HERE is the moil remarkable bank 
ever offered to the public. Imag- 
ine getting a bank that looks and 
works like a real Juke Box. It's great 
fun to insert coins from pennies up to 
quarters and watch the Juke Box 
Bank MAGICALLY LIGHT UP just like 
a real Juke Box would. Made of color- 
ful plastic and metal, beautifully hand 
painted. Makes saving a pleasure. 







:>•' 




3. Pto(»*#in in 



1. P><* pV<t*r 

at! ** » or m 



4. wok* it 



SEND NO MONEY 



SEND NO MONEY 
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SHAR-IK CO., 429 W.ll Superior 54. 
Chicogo. III. 



Dept. NC. 



Just send name and address. Pay postman $1.69 I s»»d>n«H»«ti««ir»nUJ»k«i-»*o«fcMio«i»»*rt»rf-f.Bir 

... , I •'•** ••«*•• I "wr »t»w« wJlMn 10 d«rt »« full p«rck«.« 

plus a few cents postage on delivery or send a pttef-fcMNft 

check or money order, we pay postage. Inspect the I »*••»• 

Juke Box Bank for five days. If not delighted, re- ,, m**mu_ 

turn it and your money will be cheerfully refunded. j| c-t, u., . jmi 

Send your order NOW. L .».».• ■..»■■«».■_ ... — — „ — J 



